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DEDICATED  TO 
THE  MORTON  ARBORETUM 


The  Prairie  Light  Review  recognizes  the  valvxible  contribution 
that  the  Morton  Arboretum  makes  to  the  people  of  DuPage 
County.  For  many  of  us  the  Arboretum  is  a sanctuary  to 
escape  to.  It  is  also  a place  for  discovery  and  wonder.  Current 
plans  call  for  a tollway  to  run  through  the  southeast  comer 
of  the  Arboretum.  This  tollway  will  damage  and  even  destroy 
a portion  of  its  beauty.  The  staff  of  the  Prairie  Light  Review 
hopes  you  will  join  us  in  supporting  the  Arboretum  s search 
for  alternate  routes  for  the  tollway. 
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PERCEPTION 


By  Cele  Bona 


I rest  my  fingers  on  the  dusty  screen, 
look  out.  Grandma  chased  by  a bear, 
she  told  me  that 

story.  She  was  little, 
running  under  pine  trees 
in  the  North  Woods.  She  tore 


Srecc4ti/ 


A SHIFT  IN  TENSE 


her  yellow  pinafore  on 
thorns  and  was  punished 
for  the  tear,  sent 

to  the  hay  mow  for  supper. 

My  old  grandmother  who 
smelled  like  a rusty  pump 

pinned  that  story  into 
the  hem  of  my  green 
skirt  one  October  night. 

I saw  her  frightened  face, 
her  small  feet  flying  over 
brown  pine  needles  to  her  aunt 

who  shook  her,  told  her 
not  to  make  up  stories. 

Always  before,  seeing  the 

pins  marching  between  her  lips, 
steely  hairs  growing  on  her 
chin,  I thought  she  was  always  old. 


Someday  a man  By  David  D . Richard 

on  a mission  to  collect 

stardust  and  rainbows 
shall  gaze  from  beyond 
the  sky 

at  a brilliant  blue 
orb 

set  in  the  velvet 
of  space, 
at  a country 
majestic 

from  sea  to  shining  — 
yet  see  how  easily 
crushed 
beneath  the 
close-fisted  clouds 
and  think  of 
a small  house 
in  a small  town 
poised 

on  the  Great  Lakes' 
very  fingertip 
and  know 
the  buttons  have 
been  pushed 
and  the  atoms 
have  screamed  their 
primordial  scream 
and  only  the  hiss 
of  the  radio  — 
active  remains 
and  realize; 

There  was  no  place 
like  home. 
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Solace  ^£n/ne^ 


FIVE  WEEPING  WILLOWS 


In  the  dark  of  the  room  0y  Corrine  Dietrich 

bhe  lay  alone 
Unable  to  sleep 
She  lay  dreaming 


As  the  wind  through  the  willows 
Whistled  outside 
As  outside  the 
Wind  was  screaming 

She  dreamed  of  a time 
of  a yesterday 
When  in  love 

Through  the  night  they  rode 

In  his  open  car  they  laughed 

And  sped 

Sped 

Sped  madly 
Down  the  ro^d 

The  moonlight  in  the  whistling  wind 
She  telt 

Like  vvaj  dieai.i  ,it, 


WINTER'S  JOURNEY 

By  Gregory  T.  Rajsky 

In  lands  of  Winter's  shrouded  scenes 
Are  hills  with  snow  cascading  there; 

White  hills  there  rise  to  darkling  greens 
Of  pine-woods  gently  quivering. 

A frost  there  hangs  upon  the  air, 

While  on  his  staff  a traveller  leans; 

He  trudges  up  a snowy  stair, 

Around  him,  pine  boughs  shivering. 


The  "-udden  curve 
Tor  sh<irp  to  Uike 

And  heciici  her  nwn  voice  screaming 

From  a home  for  two 
To  a house 
f ui  oi  e 

She  had  to  look  to  bur 

Her  painlul  search  lead  to  a 
Yard 

Of  willows 

That  brushed  the  sky 

Gazing  up  into  the  trees 

Made  her 

Forget 

ThiC 

The  drooping  lirr.bs  swayed  in 

The  breeze 

Saving 

Come  live  again 

A source  of  comfort  through  the  day 
W'hen  she 
Moved  li. 

The  place 

The  willows  taunt  her 

Every  night 

When 

Darkness  she  must  face 


Through  crystal  air,  a golden  light 
Pervades  the  hazy  atmosphere 
Illuminating,  bluish  white 
The  snow-drifts  lightly  shimmering. 

The  screaming  crows  instil  no  fearl 
In  those  who  eye  their  winter  flight; 
Their  feathers  shine  with  sunlight  clear 
That  dances  on  them  glimmering. 

If  snow  should  swirl  on  gentle  breeze 
And  drift  into  a powdered  wall. 

Then  pathways,  too,  may  fade  with  ease 
And  leave  one  out  of  reckoning. 

If  crystal  flakes  of  snow  should  fall 
And  mask  the  land  of  sleeping  trees. 

Still  none  could  stay  that  hear  the  call 
Of  Winter's  Journey  beckoning. 
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REBORN 


By  Brian  Jemmi 


KAtc'ntum^ 


I sink  in 
the  warm  sand 
a single  soul 
of  so  much 
God. 

Sea  rolls  in  again 

out  again,  reaching  gently 


By  Angela  Cousins 


Sunlight, 
gleaming  ripples, 
mirror  a fading  day 

as  the  lake  quenches  summer's  sun.  . . 
Twilight 


Its  foam  lingers  light 
on  my  toes 
luring  me  join  in 
as  it  rolls 
back  again. 

Breezes  taunt  me 
with  their 
tender  touch 
lift  me  up 

running,  diving  into 
one  poised  wave 


Cold  floods  my 
body 

How  alive  now 

I skip  and  dance 

to  the  stars 

playful  chant 

up  and  down,  in  and  out 

of  the  water 

over  and  over  again 

I must  catch 

my  breath 

Slowing, 
my  breathing 
comes  deeper 
and  the  sea 
runs  down  my  hair 
back  to  the  sea. 

I stop  now, 
still 

slide  to  the  womb 
then  rise  again. 
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I WILL  LOVE  NO  MORE  FOREVER 

By  Robert  Joseph  Kurek 

A short,  one  act  play 

THE  CHARACTERS:  Cynic,  Conscience,  Love 
THE  SCENE: 


A small  courtyard  in  no  particular  time  period. 
Cynic  is  standing  near  a small  reflecting  pool  of  water. 
He  is  in  a very  despondent  mood.  As  the  scene  opens, 
he  does  not  notice  two  ghost-like  figures  standing  by 
his  side.  He  is  very  desperately  trying  to  figure  out  the 
meaning  of  his  life.  He  is  talking  to  his  reflection  in 
the  pool  of  water. 

Cynic:  (With  remorse)  What  purpose  is  there  to 
continue  this  awkward  existence?  What  is  the  purpose 
of  life  to  a man  who  knows  not  what  he  is,  where  he 
is,  or  of  what  he  may  become?  My  life  is  nothing!  I am 
without  purpose.  Each  life  must  have  a purpose  — we 
must  have  a reason  for  being  — for  without  reason, 
what  is  the  purpose?  Why  must  we  exist  at  all?  (Paces 
back  and  forth.  Stands  silently  for  a few  moments  to 
gather  his  thoughts.)  The  true  purpose  of  life  is  love 
— to  love  and  to  be  loved  — for  without  love  we  are 
nothing,  therefore  purposeless.  (Tone  changes  to 
anger)  Love  is  denied  me  — I am  weighed  down  by 
the  ponderous  rock  of  loneliness;  it  forces  me  to  my 
knees  — and  bows  my  neck  till  I fear  that  only  the 
axman's  blade  can  end  my  awful  misery.  (Becomes 
remorseful  again)  Few  are  those  that  care  that  I exist. 
What  friends  I may  number,  most  are  unreliable.  My 
soul  requires  the  emotional  love  of  a wpman  — but 
the  fates  deny  me  such  pleasure.  I have  lost  all  my 
hopes;  my  dreams  have  been  shattered  beyond  reform 
by  those  who  took  my  heart  and  tossed  it  aside  as  if  it 
were  but  a toy.  O Goddess  of  love!  My  soul  is  so  open 
to  you;  my  heart  aches  to  be  touched  by  you,  but  I 
fear  you  will  trample  down  upon  them  again  and  slay 
my  very  spirit.  I fear  the  shadow  of  death  is  closing 
fast.  The  passion  has  long  ago  burned  itself  out.  I am 
beyond  caring.  I am  defeated.  I cannot  continue  to 
exist  without  purpose. 

As  Cynic  is  about  to  jump  into  the  pool.  Conscience 
reaches  out  and  touches  his  shoulder. 

Conscience:  Endulging  in  self-pity  again,  my  friend? 

Cynic:  Ah!  My  conscience  calls!  Of  what  am  I to 
make  of  this?  Why  don't  you  leave  me  be?  Surely  you 
have  little  use  for  me  now.  I am  so  annoyed  with  life 
that  self-pity  is  the  only  pleasure  I have  left.  Allow  me 
to  endulge  in  this  one  last  pleasure. 


Conscience:  (Shaking  his  head)  Feeling  sorry  for 
yourself  is  not  the  answer.  It  only  obstructs  the  path 
to  love.  It  is  like  a sore  that  will  not  heal  till  it 
consumes  you  to  nothingness.  You  have  made  many 
mistakes  with  love,  but  you  close  your  eyes  to  the 
truth  of  vyhy.  Love  has  not  abandoned  you  — it  has 
always  been  with  you  if  you  would  only  accept  it  for 
what  it  really  and  truly  is. 

Love:  (Tenderly)  Yes,  my  friend,  accept  me  for  what 
I am  and  you  will  see  and  feel  all  that  I can  be!  Let 
me  into  your  soul  and  I will  embrace  your  heart! 

Cynic:  (Stepping  back  from  Love  and  angrily 
replying)  Bringing  in  some  help,  heh  Conscience?  LET 
ME  BE!  You  have  tried  this  treachery  before.  It  will 
not,  nay,  it  cannot  happen  again.  Go  away.  Love! 
Your  teasing  only  stiffens  my  resistance  to  you!  (Tone 
again  is  remorseful)  You  have  already  slain  my  soul, 
what  more  can  I sacrifice  to  your  cursed  charms?  My 
spirit  is  dead. 

Conscience:  Cynic,  you  are  a contradiction  in 
terms.  (Turns  to  Love)  He  shouts  out  to  you!  He  cries 
out  his  need  to  be  loved!  He  moans  that  he  is  not 
loved!  He  begs,  he  pleads  he  cries!  And  when  you 
appear,  he  slams  the  door  in  your  face!  (Turns  back 
to  Cynic)  You  must  realize  how  absurd  your  position! 

Cynic:  1 am  what  I am.  . . and  I am  afraid. 

Conscience:  Everyone  is  afraid,  my  friend.  Everyone 
is  like  you,  and  of  you,  and  for  you.  Fear  is  a natural 
condition  of  life. 

Love:  I am  as  afraid  of  you,  as  you  are  of  me. 
Cynic. 

Cynic:  (With  feeling)  You  take  me  for  a fool?  Love 
afraid  of  me?  I laugh!  What  have  I ever,  done  to  you! 

Love:  (JTurt)  You  have  rejected  me  time  and  time 
again. 

Cynic:  (With  disbelief)  I rejected  you?  You  have 
rejected  me!  (Starts  to  become  angry  again)  You  have 
always  rejected  me!  You  have  teased  me  beyond  all 
human  endurance  — you've  tortured  my  spirit  — and 
always  deserted  me  when  I needed  you  the  most. 
(Becomes  almost  tearful)  You've  toyed  with  my 
feelings  for  too  long.  I've  reached  out  to  you, 
begging,  and  all  I ever  wanted  was  for  you  to  be  with 
me.  To  give  me  hope;  to  give  me  a dream;  to  give  me 
a purpose.  (Strikes  out  in  anger)  You  are  cruel! 
Terrible!  A witch!  You  have  taught  me  to  hate,  to 
despise.  You've  destroyed  me  — my  hopes  and  my 
dreams.  (Bitterly)  And  you  stand  there  and  say  to  me. 
that  it  is  I that  rejected  you. 

Love:  (Understanding)  I tell  you  this  because  it  is 
so. 

Conscience:  (Putting  his  arm  around  Cynic)  Listen 
to  love  my  friend.  Listen  to  her  words.  Listen  to  her 
whispers  and  her  sayings.  Listen.  For  once  in  your  life, 
listen. 

Cynic:  (Pushing  Conscience's  arm  away)  I will  not 
listen  to  such  nonsense! 
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Conscience:  (Losing  his  patience)  You  will  listen!  I 
have  let  this  matter  go  too  far.  I will  have  my  say.  Do 
not  glance  away!  When  a mind  is  closed  it  is  difficult 
to  work  with.  But  you  will  hear  the  truth.  There  is  a 
famous  philosopher  alive  today  — his  name  escapes 
me  — but  I will  paraphrase  him  when  I say,  "Love 
comes  to  you  the  old  fashioned  way  — you  have  to 
earn  it!" 

Cynic:  Really,  Conscience,  I think  you  have  finally 
gone  off  the  deep  end.  You  are  supposed  to  be  my 
conscience,  not  my  judge.  You  blame  ME  for  being 
unloved?  I will  not  hear  of  this!  It  is  nonsense.  I want 
to  be  loved.  I want  someone  more  than  life  itself!  It 
cannot  be  as  you  say!  It  just  cannot  be! 

Conscience:  Cynic,  you  are  your  own  worst  enemy. 
You  are  still  contradicting  your  own  true  feelings. 
Look  back  into  your  past  — look  deeply  into  the 
meaning  of  your  relationships  and  you  will  see  that 
the  reason  you  are  not  loved  is  because  you  will  not 
love  in  return.  You  are  trapped  by  your  own  sense  of 
well  being.  You  want  everything,  but  will  give 
nothing.  You  want  it  your  way  or  no  way  at  all.  You 
cannot  be  bothered  to  work  for  what  you  desire.  How 
can  love  work  in  such  an  atmosphere?  I tell  you,  you 
need  not  surrender  your  identity,  but  you  must 
unselfishly  give  of  yourself.  You  have  trapped  your 
own  spirit.  Let  it  go!  Remember  back  to  those 
moments  when  your  spirit  was  free  — how  love 
overcame  all  obstacles,  how  happy  you  were  — until 
you  recaptured  your  spirit  and  imprisoned  it  again. 
Love  will  not  survive  a spirit  that  is  suppressed.  Loved 
will  surely  die. 

Love:  (With  extreme  tenderness)  I am  a flower. 
Cynic.  I am  born  of  a Seed.  I am  nurtured  and  pruned 
and  I will  live  as  long  as  the  spirit  is  free.  You  have 
planted  the  seed  but  never  waited  for  me  to  blossom. 
You  have  never  allowed  me  to  grow.  You  kill  the  spirit 
that  nurtures  the  flower. 

Cynic:  (His  feelings  hurt)  You  never  gave  me  the 
chance  to  watch  you  grow!  You  always  took  those  I 
loved  away  from  me!  Others  you  give  second  and 
third  chances!  No  one  I ever  cared  for  has  ever  given 
me  a second  chance!  I made  mistakes,  yes.  But  must  I 
always  pay  with  the  total  loss  of  her  love?  Cannot 
anyone  ever  forgive  me  so  that  I can  redeem  myself? 
Why  do  you  desert  me  but  not  others  who  do  not 
have  half  the  compassion  I do? 

Love:  Question  yourself!  Examine  yourself  into  the 
very  depths  of  your  soul.  Beyond  even!  Was  it  I that 
deserted  you  or  was  it  you  that  deserted  me?  Look 
deeply  — past  the  present,  beyond  the  future,  into 
the  past.  A vision  will  appear  — this  is  the  object  that 
has  prevented  me  from  fulfilling  your  hopes  and 
dreams.  It  is  this  and  only  this  that  stands  in  the  way 
of  your  happiness.  Deeper,  Cynic  — beyond  the 
eternal  light  — beyond  the  very  reaches  of  your  soul 
is  the  devil  god  that  is  destroying  you! 


Conscience:  (Tossing  a wad  of  money  into  Cynic's 
face.  The  money  flutters  to  the  ground  while  Cynic 
looks  on  in  amazement)  Yes,  my  friend,  it  is  money 
that  you  love.  You  sacrifice  all  in  the  name  of  wealth. 
You  have  nothing!  You  lost  someone  that  you  truly 
cared  about  because  you  wanted  more  money. 
Because  of  this  you  lost  her,  and  then  you  lost  your 
job,  and  finally,  lost  all  the  money  that  you  worked  so 
hard  to  have.  You  have  nothing! 

Cynic:  But  who  is  to  say  that  I would  not  have  lost 
all  these  anyway? 

Love:  And  who  is  to  say  you  would  have?  No, 
Cynic,  there  are  no  guarantees  in  life  and  that  is  what 
you  desire.  Nothing  is  guaranteed,  not  even  love. 

Cynic:  (Despairingly)  I am  forty  years  old.  Life  has 
passed  me  by.  I have  no  way  of  finding  someone  now 
even  if  I agree  with  what  you  say.  I don't  know 
anyone  and  even  if  I did  I would  be  too  afraid  of 
rejection  to  try.  It  is  hopeless. 

Love:  All  I ask  from  you  is  that  you  always  keep  an 
open  mind;  for  ever  let  your  spirit  fly;  keep  no  secrets 
in  your  soul,  and  most  importantly  never  confine  your 
heart  in  a prison  of  selfishness.  Reject  no  one. 
Perhaps  I will  not  come  to  you  in  the  manner  you 
would  expect,  but  I will  come  to  you! 

Cynic:  (Unsure  of  himself)  Well,  I.  . . (With  resolve) 
No!  I will  love  no  more  forever! 

Conscience:  Forever,  Cynic?  Forever  is  eternity. 
When  you  have  been  dead  one  million  years,  you  will 
still  be  dead  forever.  Thatsa  long  time  to  never  want 
to  love.  I urge  you  to  think  again  — to  forget  your 
past  bitterness,  and  think  about  your  life.  You  have 
done  much  good,  you  have  a unique  kindness  and 
understanding  of  the  weak  and  the  underdog  — your 
values  are  correct  — but  here  is  where  you  leave  the 
track.  You  expect  too  much  in  return.  Be  unselfish  — 
expect  and  require  no  rewards.  Do  what  makes  you 
feel  good.  Forget  about  doing  the  things  you  do  just 
to  be  noticed.  Learn  to  love  for  love's  sake.  There  are 
alot  of  lonely  people  out  there  — people  that  only 
need  to  be  touched  by  someone  who  cares.  Open 
doors  for  them  and  they  will  open  doors  for  you.  Let 
your  spirit  be  free!  O,  I admit  I know  not  what  life 
may  have  in  store,  but  I know  that  life  is  too  short  to 
be  tossed  carelessly  about.  Forever  is  forever. 

Love:  Let  me  in  and  I will  show  you  the  way.  Let 
me  grow  and  I will  be  with  you  always.  Let  me 
blossom  and  there  is  nothing  we  cannot  do. 

Cynic:  (Tosses  the  money  into  the  air.  A smile 
crosses  his  face)  Yes,  yes!  I see  it  now.  Such  a fool  I 
have  been.  Such  a life  I have  wasted.  No!  I will  not 
quit!  My  spirit  go,  you  are  free.  My  soul  — be  trapped 
no  more  by  the  devil  god  — and  my  heart,  my  all  so 
lonesome  heart  — beat  for  others  as  well  as  thineself. 
Let  us  go  forth,  if  not  to  conquer  the  world,  then  to 
be  of  the  world.  Conscience,  you  shall  be  my 
policeman  — right  me  when  I go  wrong,  and  love. 
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you  by  my  side,  shall  guide  me.  (He  turns  suddenly 
and  notices  that  Love  is  gone,  but  he  feels  a new 
warmth)  What  is  that  glow?  Love,  you  were  there,  but 
now  you  are  here,  inside  my  soul.  Your  warmth  has 
made  me  comfortable.  I am  at  peace  with  myself. 
Yes,  I will  allow  you  to  grow  to  grow  as  tall  as  tall  may 
be.  I am  free.  I am  free. 

Conscience  and  Cynic  walk  off  arm  in  arm. 


By  Julianne  Kurns 


".  . . Or  did  we  make  them 
because  we  needed  to  love  someone 
and  could  not  love  each  other." 

— from.  Five  Poems  for  Dolls  by  Margaret  Atwood 

Pickin'  a voodoo  doll 
as  a lover  ain't 
so  smart,  baby. 

Notice  the  way  it  props  on  the  shelf  and 
stares,  its  glassy  bean-eyes  shifting, 
the  only  motion  in  the  room; 

its  crude  straw  body  turning  to 
granite  as  the  days  go  on  and 
the  pins  fall  out  three  at  a time; 

one  hundred  thirteen  strands  of  hair, 
thickly  matted  braids  that  it 
wields  to  lash  and  constrain  you  while 

seven  grotesque  teeth  honed,  wait  for 
the  moment  you  are  dozing  so  it  can 
seize  your  lily-white  throat 

rendering  you  lifeless,  and  say 

"I  told  you  so,  I told  you  so,  I told  you  so." 


PROPER  PRUDENCE 

By  Jan  Lynne 


1 wish  you  could  meet  Proper  Prudence, 

Who  regarded  all  folks  as  her  students; 

She  preached  right  from  wrong. 

Her  values  were  strong  — 

She'd  repay  even  debts  of  two  cents. 

Her  language  was  always  "G"  rated. 

Her  greting  cards  never  belated. 

She  consulted  Ms.  Post 
When  she  had  to  play  host. 

And  her  dishes  were  all  silver-plated. 

She  was  always  dressed  in  a dress  — 

She  wouldn't  settle  for  anything  less! 

Out  to  shop,  at  the  shore. 

It  was  all  that  she  wore. 

And  her  suntan  was  not  a success. 

When  introduced,  she'd  say  "How  do  you  do?" 
And  give  a quick  handshake  or  two. 

She'd  sit  straight  in  her  chair 
In  her  beauty  shop  hair. 

And  she  refused  to  get  sick  with  the  flu. 

Her  house  was  quite  spotless  by  nine; 

Off  her  floor  one  could  easily  dine. 

Her  cat  dared  not  shed 
Or  sit  on  the  bed. 

And  her  children?  They  all  toed  the  line. 

She  teetotaled  all  of  her  life. 

There  was  never  a more  faithful  wife. 

She  despised  cigarettes. 

Abhorred  violence  and  sex. 

And  she  allowed  in  her  family  no  strife. 

Proper  Prudence,  she  met  her  demise; 

It  was  certainly  quite  a surprise! 

She  slipped  on  her  floor 
While  dusting  the  door 
And  was  never  again  to  arise. 

And  so  she  has  passed  on  today 

And  approves  of  her  new  home,  we  pray. 

If  she  rubs  her  white  gloves 

Against  heavenly  doves 

And  finds  dust  (!),  I'm  afraid  she  won't  stay. 


FREE  AT  LAST 


By  Tori  Skillman 


I find  myself  fading  back  to  our  days  of 
fun  and  love 

It  is  difficult  drifting  through  different  phases 
in  time 

The  excitement  that  we  experienced  just  being 
together  has  gone. 

Remember  holding  each  other  and  having  no 
awareness  of  what  life  existed  beyond  us? 

I remember  it  well 

Often,  in  the  past,  I have  doubted  myself  and 
my  ability;  as  have  you 

But  now  I see  the  joy  in  living  and  sharing 

Now,  I have  a rich  warm  feeling  inside,  one 
never  experienced  before 

I feel  I can  love  you  now  without  making  you  my 
puppet. 

I can  hold  you  in  my  arms  without  the  strain 

I can  be  away  from  you  with  beautiful  thoughts  in 
my  heart  instead  of  smothered  in  the  palm  of 
my  hand. 

We  share  something  too  deep  to  be  forgotten 

Too  vulnerable  to  be  lost 

Too  open  to  be  put  into  seclusion 

There  shall  be  a day  when  we  can  just  be.  . . 

And  here  I await  whole  heartedly! 


BESEECHING 

By  Tori  Skillman 

She  is  beautiful 

Her  movements  flow  in 
her  dance 

The  smile  shines  but  the 
love  won't  come  through 

Her  flute  sings  softly  bringing 
the  world  to  it's  toes 

So  well  she  plays,  but  the  emotion 
won't  flow  like  the  tunes  she 
plays  so  passionately. 

Music  lives  within  her 

but  she  cannot  live  for  me.  . . 


COLORS 

By  Mary  Ryder-Swanson 


A palette,  unopened,  is  lying  in  wait 
Of  a hand 
That  will  free  it 

And  dabble  on  slate. 

Life  is  all-emtpy 
And  wishing  for  strokes 
Of  color  and  meaning 
A soft  touch  of  hope. 

Green  is  illumined 

And  speaks  of  beginning 
White  is  for  goodness 
A Cod  without  ending. 

Black  is  now  oozing 
Of  evil  and  cunning 
And  status-quo  Grey 
Indecisive  and  running. 

But  Blue  seems  so  brilliant 
It  pours  out  the  truth 
Of  healing  and  justice 
And  speaks  to  the  youth. 

Red  is  all-flowing 
And  courage  is  real 
The  canvas  is  pulsing 
With  wisdom  and  zeal. 

Colors  descend 

And  swirl  in  the  role 
Of  painting  a picture 
Of  everyone's  soul. 

Brushes  stroke  madly 
As  if  filled  with  breath 
And  evil  forever 

Is  sentenced  to  death! 
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By  Jill  Gonyo 
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BRADLEY'S  BIRTHDAY  WISH 


By  Margurita  Mei 


! don't  think  I'll  ever  quite  forget  that  last  spring  in 
Providence,  it  will  always  be  a memory  that  surfaces 
when  I think  of  turning  points  and  roads  not  taken. 
For  it  was  a time  of  transition;  our  family  of  four  had 
come  to  the  realization  that  there  was  more  to 
self-sufficiency  on  five  acres  than  what  was  depicted 
on  the  pages  of  The  Mother  Earth  News.  Somehow, 
the  ideals  we  had  adhered  to  in  the  '70s  didn't  comply 
with  the  responsibilities  of  raising  a family.  Lack  of 
money  and  isolation  prompted  us  into  thinking  that  it 
was  time  to  take  a more  conventional  outlook  on  life 
than  securing  our  family's  future  with  just  a small 
parcel  of  good  earth  in  the  mountains  of  northern 
Utah.  These  matters  seemed  considerable,  but  what  I 
recall  most  about  the  spring  of  '80  was  the  birthday 
wish  of  my  six  year  old  son  whose  words  put  all  my 
concerns  into  a broader  perspective. 

Bradley's  birthday  caught  all  the  elements  of  a 
Kodak  color  snapshot.  There  were  the  pointed  party 
hats,  the  string-hung  • balloons,  the  unrestrained 
children  stomping  and  tearing  in  one  door  and  out  the 
other  and  there  was  Brad's  first  bicycle  that  his  dad 
had  transformed  from  a rusted  old  frame  he  had  found 
out  in  the  barn.  Yet,  among  ourselves  we  recognized 
that  this  had  become  our  farewell  party  as  neighbors 
and  friends  stopped  by  to  wish  us  well  on  our  next 
venture. 

The  decision  had  been  made  to  head  back  East,  as 
they  referred  to  it  in  Utah,  to  Chicago,  where 
hopefully  we  could  offer  the  children  social  and 
financial  security.  For  the  boys  had  known  change. 
They  had  to  become  adaptable  in  the  six  years  that  we 
traversed  the  country  from  city  to  town  to  farm  to 
town,  seeking  that  one  "Utopian"  community.  We  all 
had  to  work  out  within  ourselves  what  we  had  .come 
to  know  as  an  experimental  lifestyle.  And  it  was  time 


for  change  again. 

Brad  had  always  been  an  intuitive  and  sensitive 
child,  continuously  asking  me  to  interpref~what  he 
had  seen  on  the  news  with  questions  like,  "What  is  a 
hostage?"  and  "Why  are  there  wars?"  I knew  he 
understood  our  predicament  and  was  aware  of  our 
indecisiveness  and  was  experiencing  some  uneasiness 
of  his  own  about  the  move. 

When  it  was  time  to  sing  Happy  Birthday,  blow  out 
the  candles  and  make  a wish  he  said,  "Wish?  What  do 
you  mean  wish?  Is  this  going  to  come  true?"  "Honey, 
just  make  a wish  and  hope  it  will  come  true,"  I said. 
He  sat  with  his  arms  crossed  and  a puzzled  look  on 
his  face  that  seemed  to  detach  him  from  the 
excitement  and  eagerness  of  the  children  around  him. 
"I'm  not  ready,"  he  said  earnestly.  "I  have  to  think 
about  it."  We  opened  presents,  shared  cake  and  ice 
cream  and  said  our  good-byes. 

Later  that  evening  Bradley  came  into  my  room, 
climbed  over  a half  packed  cardboard  box  and  sat  on 
the  edge  of  my  bed.  He  lowered  his  head  and  said,  "I 
finally  thought  of  my  wish,  mom."  Then  I brace 
myself  for  what  I thought  had  been  a silent  complaint 
up  until  now.  I was  certain  he  would  ask  why  it  was 
always  homemade  presents  and  that  he  wished  he 
would  have  gotten  the  red  dirt  bike  that  we  had 
looked  at  in  the  hardware  store.  I waited  to  hear  that 
he  wished  we  could  stay  in  Providence  rather  than 
move  again.  But  he  voice  no  complaints.  He  raised 
his  head  slightly  and  in  a sincere,  quiet  voice  he  said, 
"I  wish  we  could  have  peace  in  our  world  and 
everyone  would  be  free  and  there  would  be  no  wars 
and  everybody  would  have  food  and  a house  and 
everybody  would  have  money  and  be  happy."  He 
paused  a second  and  asked,  "Is  that  a good  wish 
mom?" 
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AT  THE  ZOO 


By  Jeanne  T.  Prichodko 


By  Allen  Deasy 


Hold  on  to  the  dawn,  my  love,  lest  morning  break  the  spell, 
and  sunny  skies  shall  cast  aside  this  eve  we've  known  so  well. 

For  early  morns  are  brief  at  best  and  only  end  each  night, 
and  lovers'  fears  turn  into  tears  when  lovers  lose  their  sight. 


Cats  pacing  neurotically 

Sigmond  DoLittle  would  have  a field  day 

The  beauty  of  the  panther 

The  ugly  of  the  cage 

King  of  the  Beats? 

Submit  or  die 
Eat  when  fed 

Look  majestic  for  the  procession 
Plastic  molds 

Popcorn,  peanuts,  cotton  candy 
Greedy  wanton  slime 
Teach  the  kids 
Show  them  wildlife 
Wildlife? 

Show  them  torture 
Show  them  humanity 
Harnessed  wildlife 
Harnassed  freedom 
Harnessed  dreams 
Hypocrits! 

Eagle  soaring 
Symbol? 

Come  see!  come  see! 

The  symbol  of  freedom 

Wings  clipped,  talons  cut,  freedom  raped. 

Wolve  limping 
Arhthritis  set  in,  too  old 
Should  be  dead 
Should  be  free 
Natural  Habitat! 

SHIT 

Stare  at  them 

They  stare  back 

The  lust  to  kill  in  their  eyes 

If  only,  if  only  this  were  real 

Dead  humans 

Throats  torn 

Free  animals 

JUSTICE 


So  take  a breath  of  dew,  my  sweet,  and  kiss  me  once  before 
the.sun  is  risen  full  to  view  and  evening  is  no  more. 

We'll  seal  this  night  of  memories  as  early  light  grows  near. 
And  hold  onto  the  dawn,  my  love,  til  morning's  light  is  here. 


By  Janie  Hoffman 
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MAMA  BOUGHT  ME  A GREEN  DRESS 


By  Jimpsie  Doyel 


I associate  a pretty  little  green  dress  with  a small 
white  flower  print  and  a square  lace  yoke  with  a 
profound  change  in  my  life,  Mama's  death.  The  green 
dress  had  been  purchased  with  the  money  that  could 
not  buy  her  life. 

When  I got  home  from  school  on  Friday,  September 
13,  1940,  Mama  was  lying  down  resting,  which  was 
unusual,  but  she  said  she  was  tired.  She  had  washed 
(scrubbed  on  the  scrub  board)  thirty-nine  feed  sacks. 
She  was  five  months  into  her  tenth  pregnancy.  She 
cooked  a hot  supper  instead  of  having  the  usual 
leftovers,  and  after  dinner  she  popped  corn. 

I had  a bit  of  a stomachache,  and  she  thought  I 
should  not  eat  dinner  but  said  that  I could  go  to  bed 
on  her  bed.  During  dinner  she  came  in  to  check  on 
me,  and  I remember  the  good  feel  of  her  hand  on  my 
forehead.  Later  I moved  to  my  bed  and  got  to  have 
some  popcorn. 

Sometime  after  midnight  I heard  Mama  telling 
Daddy  not  to  waken  any  of  us  but  that  she  knew  she 
was  going  to  die.  I was  fifteen.  I didn't  want  Mama  to 
die  and  I didn't  want  her  to  see  me  crying.  I was 
afraid  that  she  might  think  that  I was  thinking  that  she 
was  going  to  die  so  I didn't  get  up. 

Daddy  came  into  the  room  where  my  four  sisters 
and  I were  sleeping,  opened  a trunk  and  got  a clean 
gown  for  Mama.  I don't  remember  him  waking  my 
two  older  sisters,  Lois,  eighteen,  and  Mae,  seventeen, 
or  do  I?  I seem  to  remember  him  telling  them  to  sit 
with  Mama  while  he  went  for  the  doctor. 

Telephone  lines  were  down  so  he  had  to  drive  three 
and  one  half  miles  to  get  a doctor.  On  the  way  he 


stopped  by  a neighbor's,  Mrs.  Cagle's,  and  she  came 
right  over.  She  and  the  girls  built  a fire  in  the  fireplace 
and  put  the  iron  kettle  on  to  have  hot  water.  Things 
seemed  more  normal  with  Mrs.  Cagle  there,  a fire 
going  in  the  fireplace,  and  the  sounds  of  general 
conversation,  but  I still  didn't  get  up. 

Daddy  got  back  and  the  doctor  was  right  behind 
him.  It  must  have  been  a couple  hours  that  the  doctor 
stayed.  Mrs.  Cagle  left,  and  Lois  and  Mae  went  back 
to  bed.  I could  hear  the  fire  crackling,  and  it  sounded 
quiet  like  Mama  and  Daddy  had  gone  back  to  sleep. 
But  Mama  wasn't  sleeping.  The  door  between  our 
rooms  was  open  and  I heard  her  call  my  name.  I had 
quit  crying.  I thought  everything  was  going  to  be 
alright  and  I went  to  her  bedside.  Mama  asked  me  to 
rewet  the  hot  cloth  on  her  stomach  and  the  cold  one 
on  her  forehead.  A ladderback  caned  chair  was  beside 
her  bed,  and  I could  sit  by  her,  seeing  both  her  and 
the  peaceful  fire. 

She  started  to  talk  to  me,  first  to  thank  me  for 
getting  up  with  her  and  changing  her  cloths.  Then  she 
said  that  all  she  had  ever  done  was  to  have  babies  and 
now  she  had  to  leave  them  for  others  to  care  for.  She 
had  given  birth  to  nine  of  us  and  the  tenth  one  was 
dying  with  her.  There  were  six  years  between  the  sixth 
and  seventh  child.  The  last  three  were  one,  three  and 
five  years  old.  She  was  most  concerned  for  the  little 
ones.  She  asked  me  if  I would  see  that  they  always 
had  someone  to  care  for  them.  Mama  had  always 
been  honest  with  me  and  I knew  that  she  was  now.  I 
knew  her  request  was  sincere,  but  I did  not  feel  then 
or  now  that  she  was  extracting  a deathbed  promise 
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from  me.  I don't  know  why  she  asked  ME  to  be  sure 
they  were  always  taken  care  of  instead  of  asking  my 
older  sisters.  Did  she  hear  me  crying?  Did  she  know 
my  fears?  Maybe  she  felt  that  Lois  and  Mae  were 
closer  to  having  lives  of  their  own.  Most  girls  got 
married  about  their  age.  College  wasn't  for  us  or 
anyone  in  our  community.  I would  like  to  think  that 
she  thought  she  could  depend  on  me. 

It  was  peaceful  sitting  there  although  it  was  sad.  It 
reminded  me  of  sitting  on  the  porch  with  her  after  a 
storm  and  watching  the  lightning  in  the  distance.  I 
had  been  a person  who  wailed,  as  compared  to  just 
crying,  but  as  I sat  there  and  kept  changing  her 
cloths,  the  wails  did  not  come,  only  quiet  tears. 
Daddy's  breathing  sounded  like  he  was  asleep.  He  had 
his  back  to  Mama  but  probably  was  awake.  He  liked 
to  sleep  with  his  head  at  the  window,  which  is  why 
they  slept  with  their  heads  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  I 
imagine  that  on  that  September  night  in  Alabama  he 
needed  the  fresh  air.  I don't  remember  it  being  hot. 
The  fire  in  the  fireplace  felt  good. 

After  daybreak  we  let  the  fire  die  down  and  built  a 
fire  in  the  kitchen  stove  to  cook  breakfast  so  we  still 
had  hot  water  for  Mama's  cloths.  I don't  remember 
eating  breakfast.  I wanted  to  stay  with  Mama,  but  the 
Saturday  chores  were  to  be  done.  Lois  was  sweeping 
the  yard.  We  did  not  have  grass  growing  near  the 
house,  only  hard  earth,  and  included  in  the  "Saturday 
getting  ready  for  Sunday"  chores,  we  always  swept  the 
yard  using  a broomsedge  broom.  Broomsedge  is  very 
long  golden  staw  with  feathery  tops.  The  tops  were 
used  as  the  sweeping  end  of  the  broom.  We  always  let 
an  area  grow  up  in  broomsedge  and  cut  enough  for  a 
new  broom  when  we  needed  one. 

Lois  told  me  to  go  to  two  neighbors  and  tell  them 
that  Mama  was  sick,  but  as  she  swept  she  said,  "No, 
wait;  maybe  she  will  be  alright."  But  theTi  Daddy  had 
to  go  for  the  doctor  again. 

Mrs.  Cagle  and  we  children  were  in  the  room  with 


Mama  when  we  heard  their  cars  coming.  Mama  asked 
which  doctor  was  coming.  She  was  hoping  it  would  be 
Doctor  Godsey.  That  would  have  given  her  some 
hope.  We  answered  her,  and  then  she  said  the  last 
words  that  I ever  heard  her  say.  She  said,  "Goodbye, 
I'm  gone."  We  left  the  room  when  Daddy  and  the 
doctor  came  in.  At  8:45  the  doctor  pronounced  her 
dead  and  Daddy  told  us. 

Grandma  got  there  just  after  Mama  died.  We  lived 
with  Grandma,  but  she  had  gone  to  town  to  spend  the 
night  with  Aunt  Inez,  her  daughter.  Daddy  had  called 
her  from  the  doctor's  and  she  came  as  soon  as  she 
could.  She  and  Mama  would  probably  have  had  a 
better  relationship  if  each  could  have  had  her  own 
home.  I was  in  the  room  with  Mama  when  Grandma 
walked  in.  She  didn't  have  to  tell  me  how  she  felt. 
Hurt  was  on  her  face.  In  that  instant  I knew  that  she 
had  loved  Mama.  She  walked  to  Mama  then  hugged 
me  and  the  others  in  the  room.  She  said,  "I  just  wish  I 
had  not  gone  away."  I wondered  if  she  thought  that 
somehow  Mama  would  still  be  alive  if  she  had  been 
there.  But  she  probably  knew  that  the  doctors  had 
said  that  Mama  could  not  live  through  the  pregnancy. 

The  house  got  full  of  people.  Everyone  was  busy  at 
something.  The  ambulance  came  for  Mama  and  took 
her  away  in  her  clean  gown.  It  was  a pretty  lavender 
one  with  little  white  flowers  on  it  that  she  had  made 
for  me  for  Christmas.  She  made  Lois  and  Mae  one, 
too,  but  it  was  mine  that  she  had  on.  The.  undertaker 
brought  it  back  torn  all  the  way  down  the  front.  It  was 
still  in  her  trunk  years  later.  Grandma  offered  to  sew  it 
up  for  me  if  I wanted  her  to,  but  I didn't  want  to  wear 
it  again. 

Mama's  mama  got  there  and  her  brothers  and  their 
wives.'  Even  Aunt  Genella  came.  She  and  Mama 
probably  looked  a lot  alike  when  they  were  young, 
but  Aunt  Genella  had  lost  all  her  teeth  and  never 
learned  to  wear  her  dentures.  Uncle  Lester  and  Aunt 
Lillian  brought  hamburgers.  Even  though  they  were  a 
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rare  treat,  they  didn't  taste  good  that  day. 

About  one  o'clock  my  good  friend  Mildred  called. 
(The  lines  were  down  between  us  and  the  operator  but 
others  on  our  line  could  ring  us.)  When  I told  her 
about  Mama,  she  and  her  mother  came  to  our  house. 
When  she  got  there,  she  gave  me  a stick  of  gum.  it 
was  the  one  thing  that  tasted  good  that  day.  It  was 
sweet  as  usual  and  it  seemed  that  Mama  should  still 
be  alive  as  usual. 

It  was  late  in  the  day  when  they  brought  Mama 
back  in  a coffin.  Somebody  had  taken  the  bed  down 
and  they  put  her  coffin  where  her  bed  had  been. 
Wakes  were  always  in  homes.  Friends  came  different 
hours  of  the  night  to  "sit  with  the  body." 

Mechanically  we  did  what  we  had  to  do.  Morning 
came  again,  and  with  afternoon  came  Mama's 
funeral.  I didn't  get  to  wear  the  green  dress- with  small 
white  print  and  a lace  yoke  because  the  lace  yolk  was 
not  appropriate  for  a funeral.  It  was  only  the  second 
"readymade  dress"  I had  ever  had.  Mama  had  bought 
it  when  she  and  Daddy  took  a trip  to  Birmingham  a 
few  months  earlier.  I learned  later  in  life  that  the  trip 
was  an  attempt  to  get  an  abortion  to  save  Mama's  life. 
When  she  couldn't  get  the  abortion,  she  used  part  of 
the  money  to  buy  the  green  dress. 

A lady  in  town  whose  husband  Daddy  worked  for  at 
the  paper  office  brought  black  dresses  for  Lois  and  Mae 
to  wear.  All  the  dark  colors  just  added  to  the  sadness. 
They  had  not  put  one  of  Mama's  dresses  on  her.  They 
didn't  bury  women  in  their  own  dresses  then.  They 
called  her  dress  a shroud,  but  it  was  the  one  pretty 
thing  about  her  and  the  coffin.  It  looked  like  a formal. 
It  was  white  chiffon  trimmed  in  pink  satin  tape.  I wish 
she  could  have  had  it  before  she  died.  I thought  it 
would  look  good  in  heaven. 

There  was  a crowd  at  the  funeral,  even  people 
standing.  Nothing  seemed  as  usual,  and  from  deep 
within  me  the  wails  erupted.  Uncle  Kenneth  reached 
over,  patted  my  knee  and  said,  "Try  not  to  be  so 


loud."  The  younger  children  had  started  to  cry,  too. 
Somehow  we  got  quieter.  The  minister,  a personal 
friend  who  rushed  ninety  miles  from  Birmingham  after 
his  own  church  service,  was  not  able  to  say  all  that  he 
meant  to  say.  I know  that  he  tried  to  give  us  each  a 
personal  message,  but  all  that  I actually  remember 
him  saying  is,  "I'm  sorry,  Irv  (my  Daddy),  I just  can't 
go  on."  He  sat  down  and  the  choir  sang,  "Farther 
along  we'll  know  all  about  it.  Farther  along  we'll 
understand  why."  They  song  had  meaning  for  me. 

In  the  next  few  days  as  each  morning  came  we  had 
to  tell  ourselves  again  that  Mama  was  gone.  The  three 
small  ones  were  a comfort  to  each  other.  I heard  them 
discussing  that  Mama  was  in  the  ground.  They  were 
concerned  that  worms  could  get  to  her.  I didn't  know 
what  to  say,  but  the  three-year-old  assured  the  other 
two  that  God  would  not  let  worms  bother  her. 

The  effect  of  Mama's  death  on  me  was  immediate.  I 
learned  then  to  cry  quietly  like  a lady.  The  day  after 
the  funeral  we  all  sat  down  to  breakfast  together. 
After  we  ate.  Daddy  talked  to  us  about  how  Mama 
wanted  us  to  continue  our  lives.  I wonder  what  their 
conversations  had  been  on  this  subject.  I can  still  feel 
the  hush  and  see  Daddy  wiping  back  his  tears.  Lois 
had  felt  that  she  should  quit  school  to  help  at  home 
but  told  Daddy  that  she  would  not.  We  each  made 
promises  to  ourselves  that  day  and  we  went  on  living, 
but  it  wasn't  the  same. 

The  green  dress  that  Mama  bought  with  money  that 
could  not  buy  her  life  is  gone  but  will  always  be  in  my 
memory.  Mama  has  been  gone  for  over  forty-three 
years,  yet  she  is  still  with  us.  Daily  something  reminds 
me  of  her.  As  I walked  through  the  snow  today,  my 
steps  made  a definite  "crunch"  sound,  which 
reminded  me  of  a sound  that  the  fire  in  the  fireplace 
sometimes  made.  Mama  would  say  it  was  going  to 
snow  because  the  fire  was  "tromping  snow."  The 
sadness  of  losing  her  has  turned  to  joy  of  having 
known  her  a while  as  my  mother. 
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By  Sibby  Rainy 


By  Carol  Burg 


A stone  made  smooth 

from  centuries  of  water's  caress 
scented  with  the  bouquet  of  nature 

Touches  my  soul 

with  the  memory  of  your  caress 
fragrant  like  the  night 

Some  things  in  nature 
are  made  perfect 

As  the  years  gently  wear  away 
the  roughness 

We,  as  well,  are  worn  away 
to  dust 

to  sift  and  become  one 
with  each  other 

Eternally  an  element  of  the  earth 


NORTHWESTERLY 

By  Craig  A.  Rice 

My  Malamute  is  howling 
At  the  quiet  of  the  snow; 
And  crying  for  the  tree. 
That  leaves  won't  let  go. 

An  eternal  warrior, 

This  Northern  king. 

And  compassionate  brother 
To  wolves  that  sing. 

A solemn  mute. 

Who  roams  terrain 
With  whirlwind  strength, 
and  haunted  refrain. 

Though  lashes  unleash 
Forces  that  sway. 

Wind's  what  drives  him; 

To  the  moon  he  prays. 
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CINDY 

By  Lori  Phillips 

Once  upon  a time,  in  a suburb  not  so  far  away, 
there  lived  an  incredibly  intelligent  young  woman  and 
her  terribly  upwardly  mobile,  middle  class  family.  The 
incredibly  intelligent  and  simplistically  beautiful 
young  woman's  name  was  Cindy.  Cindy  had  just 
graduated  valedictorian  from  Suburban  High  and 
planned  to  attend  Far  Far  Away  Real  University.  Her 
terribly  upwardly  mobile,  middle  class  mother  had 
Insisted  that  Cindy  pledge  the  most  prestigious 
sorority  on  campus,  the  Alpha  Revlon  Gammas.  Cindy 
did  not  like  the  idea,  but  since  her  parents  were 
paying  for  her  education,  which  was  the  most 
important  thing  in  her. life,  she  had  to  go  along  with 
her  mother's  demands. 

The  first  week  at  Far  Far  Away  Real  University  was 
wonderful  for  Cindy.  She  spent  the  whole  week  in 
•campus  orientation.  She  met  all  of  her  professors,  and 
she  spent  many  hours  in  the  massive  library.  This  was 
the  intellectual  heaven  for  Cindy. 

Then  it  came  time  to  move  into  the  sorority  house, 
and  things  got  worse  and  worse.  Day  one  of  sorority 
orientation  was  about  the  benefits  of  a good  eye  liner. 
Cindy  knew  that  this  was  not  the  place  for  her.  She 
spent  hours  on  the  phone  the  next  day,  trying  to 
convince  her  mother  to  let  her  go  live  in  the  dorms; 
but  her  mother  loved  being  able  to  tell  all  of  her  lady 
friends  that  her  daughter  was  an  Alpha  Revlon 
Gamma,  so  she  insisted  that  Cindy  stay. 

Cindy  thought  long  and  hard  on  this  and  decided 
that  since  her  education  was  the  most  important  thing 
in  her  life,  she  would  have  to  make  the  sacrifice. 

At  the  Beginning  of  the  Quarter  Ball  the  guys  were 
all  impressed  with  Cindy's  incredible  intelligence. 
They  all  clamored  for  a turn  at  dancing  with  her. 
Needless  to  say,  this  really  pissed  Cindy's  sorority 
sisters  off  because  no  one  seemed  to  want  to  dance 
with  them. 

The  next  day  the  president  of  Alpha  Revlon  Gamma 
called  a meeting  to  discuss  the  "Cindy  Threat". 

It  was  decided  that  something  must  be  done  to  stop 
Cindy's  incredible  intelligence  before  none  of  them 
had  anymore  dates. 

They  began  working  on  Cindy  the  next  day.  They 
made  her  watch  all  of  the  soap  operas,  and  they 
required  her  to  read  three  Harlequin  Romances  a 
week.  They  told  her  to  eat  a box  of  K-Mart  chocolates 
and  drink  two  Cokes  every  day  for  breakfast. 

And  sure  enough,  after  about  a month  of  shit 
novels,  TV  and  sugar,  Cindy's  mind  was  mush,  not  to 
mention  that  she  looked  like  a Lincoln  Continental. 

When  it  came  time  for  the  End  of  the  Quarter  Ball, 
Cindy  was  so  ashamed  of  her  mush  mind,  not  to 


mention  her  chassis,  that  she  decided  she  could  not 
go  to  the  Ball.  All  of  her  sorority  sisters  breathed  a 
sigh  of  relief  because  they  knew  that  the  amazingly 
cute  philosopher  from  the  East  Coast  would  be  at  the 
Ball  and  they  wanted  to  dance  with  him. 

On  the  night  of  the  Ball  Cindy  helped  everyone 
dress  and  then  plopped  down  in  the  lounge  with  a two 
liter  bottle  of  Coke  and  her  usual  shopping  cart  full  of 
munchies. 

She  turned  on  the  TV  to  watch  her  soaps,  and 
somehow,  as  if  by  magic,  the  TV  was  on  channel 
eleven.  The  sight  of  the  lead  in  to  "Nova"  jarred  her 
memory  to  how  she  used  to  be  and  she  began  to  cry 
terribly  over  how  she  had  let  the  Alphas  mush 
her  mind. 

Then,  all  of  a sudden,  out  of  nowhere,  came 
Mortimer  Adler!  "Hi  Cindy,  I am  your  fairy  god 
philosopher,"  he  exclaimed.  "I  am  here  to  help  you 
unmush  your  mind  so  you  can  go  to  the  Ball  and  meet 
the  amazingly  cute  philosopher,  who  holds  the  key  to 
your  future." 

"Want  a Coke?"  was  all  that  Cindy  could  manage  in 
her  present  condition. 

Mortimer  knew  he  had  his  work  cut  out  for  him,  so 
he  began  with  Six  Great  Ideas.  It  took  a long,  long 
time,  but  finally  Cindy  was  ready  for  the  Ball. 

When  she  arrived,  still  a bit  bloated,  but  very  astute 
looking,  all  of  the  Alphas  shivered  in  their  Calvin's. 

The  amazingly  cute  philosopher  spotted  her  right 
away  and  asked  her  to  dance.  After  about  an  hour  of 
tripping  the  light  fantastic  he  blurted,  "What  is  an 
incredibly  intelligent  young  woman  like  yourself 
doing  in  the  Alphas?" 

Cindy  explained  her  financial  situation  to  him,  the 
fact  that  she  could  not  afford  college  on  her  own  and 
that  as  long  as  she  had  to  rely  on  her  parents 
financially  she  would  have  to  remain  an  Alpha. 

He  was  amazed  by  her  story  and  he  began  to  tell 
her  about  how  he  discovered  a less  financially 
burdening  education. 

Cindy  was  sure  that  he  had  gotten  some  wonderful- 
ly extensive  government  scholarship  because  he  was 
so  amazingly  cute. 

He  said  that  he  had  paid  for  his  fantastic  education 
all  on  his  own,  and  because  he  loved  her  so,  he  would 
tell  her  his  secret.  It  was  an  amazing  place  where  he 
had  been  educated,  and  it  had  only  cost  seventeen 
dollars  per  credit  hour  (plus  fees).  He  said  that  if 
everyone  was  aware  of  what  a wonderful  education 
you  could  get  there  for  only  seventeen  dollars  per 
credit  hour  they  would  have  massive  over-enrollment, 
so  they  cleverly  disguise  themselves  under  the  name 
of  Much  Too  close  Pseudo  college.  Then  the 
amazingly  cute  philosopher  whispered  the  two  words 
in  Cindy's  ear  that  were  the  key  to  her  future, 
"COMMUNITY  COLLEGE."  And  they  lived  happily 
ever  after  in  a suburb  not  so  far  away. 
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REAL  LIFE 


HEY  COLLEGE  BOY 
HURRY  UP  AND: 

PICK  YOUR  MAJOR 

PICK  IT  FAST 

NARROW  IT  DOWN 

HIGH  SCHOOL  HAS  PASSED. 

STUDY  HARD 

STUDY  LONG 

PRESSURE  IS  THERE 

BUT  DO  BE  STRONG. 

DO  NOT  SCREW  AROUND 
FOR  TOO  LONG 
BEFORE  YOU  KNOW  IT 
TIME  IS  GONE. 

COMPUTERS  ARE 
WHAT  IS  IN 
HUMANITIES  CLASS? 

WHAT  A SIN! 

TO  MAKE  IT  BIG 

DO  NOT  BROADEN  YOUR  MIND 

GOD  FORBID 

YOU  FALL  BEHIND. 

MONEY  IN  JOBS 
IS  NUMBER  ONE 
NOT  BEING  HAPPY 
OR  HAVING  FUN. 

LEARN  ABOUT  THE  WORLD? 
WHAT  A MISTAKE! 

COME  ON  BOY 
BE  A FAKE. 

TO  ALL  WHO  BELIEVE  THIS 

I DO  SAY 

LEAVE  ME  ALONE 

I WILL  LIVE  LIFE  THE  REAL  WAY! 


By  Marc  Cattapan 
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By  Boh  Lynne 


Scary  dreams  wake  me. 

They  occur  it  seems,  on  nights! 

hear 

see 

think 

read 

or  am  reminded" of  something  — 
anything. 

Little  things  can  trigger  my  subconscious. 
Just  last  night  I dreamt  of  a dolphin. 

It  told  me  the  water's  secrets. 

Together  we  shared  the  sea. 

For  this,  my  friend  was  punished 
and  snatched  away  from  me. 

The  nightmare  of  it  was 
I remember  all  — 
the  sandy  bottom 
the  crushing  waves 
and  my  lonely  call. 


By  Cynthia  Teixeira 


THE  MASK 

By  Terrance  Rudenko 


I walk  into  the  lime  light  with  a face  full  of  joy, 

I seem  the  kind  of  man  that  nothing  can  annoy. 

Nothing  seems  to  bother  me,  I take  it  all  in  stride. 

But  it  might  just  be  possible  I've  got  something  to  hide. 

Do  they  suspect? 

Do  they  detect  that  something  hurts  within? 

They  don't  suspect. 

They  don't  detect. 

For  I am  the  beholder  of  the  mask. 

Like  a clown  I place  it  on 
To  cover  my  emotion 

And  as  my  rules,  I make  all  the  fools. 

I've  masked  my  true  emotion. 

Like  a large  black  veil,  it  cloaks  my  tear  drenched  eyes. 

It  makes  me  smile  cheerfully  in  the  faces  I despise. 

It  makes  me  feel  secure  when  there  are  others  around. 

Would  they  suspect,  would  they  detect,  if  I would  cry  out  loud? 

They  don't  suspect,  they  don't  detect,  under  this  fallacious  shroud. 
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HEY  TAXI!! 


By  John  A.  Viskant 


It  was  a hot  humid  summer  day  in  Chicago.  I was 
downtown  and  anxious  to  get  to  the  train  station  so  I 
could  get  to  my  cool  home  in  the  suburbs.  The 
following  is  my  story. 

It  was  too  far  to  walk  and  I had  doubts  that  a taxi 
could  get  me  to  the  train  on  time  as  the  traffic  was 
unusually  heavy.  I opted  for  the  taxi  anyway.  I waved 
my  hand  impatiently  and  a yellow  cab  made  a wild 
U-turn  and  stopped  in  front  of  me.  "Union  Station",  I 
said  quickly  and  got  in.  Trying  to  relax,  I settled  back 
into  the  seat.  But  again  I was  very  much  aware  of  the 
heavy  traffic  as  we  were  bumper  to  bumper.  I 
nervously  asked  the  cab  driver  if  we  would  make  it  on 
time.  He  assured  me  we  would.  "Don't  worry,  I'm 
taking  a short  cut,"  he  said. 

Our  initial  conversation  regarding  ^my  hurry  only 
took  a few  seconds.  After  a moment  of  silence  the 
driver  gruffly  asked  me  what  I thought  of  Reagan. 
Ronald  Reagan  had  just  been  elected  President.  I was 
surprised  at  the  question  and  not  wanting  to  get  into  a 
political  discussion,  I said  Reagan  seemed  to  be  okay. 
"Okay,  okay?"  the  driver  retorted,  "what  in  the  hell  is 
he  going  to  do  about  unemployment?"  He  didn't  wait 
for  my  answer,  but  kept  on  talking.  I was  becoming 
uncomfortable,  because  I didn't  want  to  get  into  an 
argument  with  a cab  driver.  I just  wanted  to  get  to  the 
station  on  time.  The  driver's  driving  wasn't  to  my 
liking  either,  too  many  close  calls  with  other 
vehicles. 

Up  to  this  point  I hadn't  paid  much  attention  to  the 
driver's  appearance,  since  he  hadn't  turned  around. 
However  the  large  gold  earring  he  was  wearing  did 
catch  my  eye.  Then  I knew  why  I had  been 
uncomfortable.  I remembered  that  when  he  had 
turned  the  wheel  to  pull  away  from  the  curb  the  finger 
nails  on  his  right  hand  were  painted  red. 

My  uneasiness  was  more  than  the  conversation.  I 
now  observed  the  back  of  the  driver  carefully.  The 
person  driving  had  bleached  curly  blond  hair  down  to 
the  shoulders  and  was  wearing  a short  sleeve  silk 
blouse.  The  neck,  shoulders  and  arms 'were  large  and 
muscular.  Apparently  the  driver  was  looking  at  me  in 
the  rear  view  mirror  and  saw  the  puzzled  expression 
on  my  face.  "I  suppose  you  are  wondering  about  my 
earrings  and  fingernails?"  he  asked.  I said  I was  and 
then  asked  if  he  was  a transvestite.  "No,  nothing  like 
that,  transvestite  wears  women's  clothing.  I had  a sex 
change  operation.  One  more  session  and  it  will  be 


finished."  He/she  turned  and  smiled  at  me.  It  was  a 
large  ugly  face,  with  lipstick  on  the  lips.  I asked  how 
the  other  cab  drivers  reacted  to  him.  "That's  no 
problem.  The  real  problem  is  that  I can't  get  full  time 
work  because  of  my  war  time  physical  disability,"  he 
said.  He  continued  on,  "Would  you  believe  that  I 
come  from  a family  of  Marines.  My  father,  three 
brothers,  my  uncle  and  me.  I am  the  only  Marine  that 
served  in  the  Korean  war,  that  got  the  Distinguished 
Service  Medal  of  Honor.  Boy  are  they  going  to  be 
surprised  when  they  read  my  book."  "Book?  Oh,  did 
you  write  a book?"  I asked  very  surprised.  "Yep,  it 
should  be  out  in  the  next  three  months.  The  publisher 
almost  lost  his  teeth  when  I walked  into  his  office, 
dressed  in  high  heels  and  told  him  I was  a Marine. 
What's  more  he  is  going  to  publish  my  book."  I asked 
him  if  his  book  had  a name.  "The  Forgotten  Heros,"  he 
said  proudly.  I hope  it  gets  us  veterans  some  help 
from  the  government  for  the  shit  those  Koreans  did  to 
us  prisoners.  Yeah,  I've  had  my  genitals  and  other 
places  electrically  shocked.  Those  bastards!  One  time 
they  had  us  staked,  spread  eagled  in  a field  and  I saw 
a Korean  soldier  put  out  his  burning  cigarette  in  the 
eyes  of  a young  fellow  Marine.  That's  what  my  book  is 
about.  Forgotten  Heros,  people  like  me  who  can't  get 
help  from  the  government.  The  only  thing  that  helped 
me  survive  the  torture  was  knowing  I was  really  a 
woman." 

She  gave  me  her  name  as  a Marine  and  the  name  of 
the  publisher.  I promised  1 would  read  the  book  when, 
it  came  out.  I gave  her  a good  tip. 

As  the  cab  pulled  away,  I had  the  strange  feeling  I 
might  have  been  conned,  but  I kept  checking  the 
book  stores  for  several  months  afterwards  and  still  do. 
No  book  by  that  name  or  author  has  been  published. 
That  would  have  made  a good  story.  I agree  with  his 
statement,  "wait  till  my  Marine  buddies  read  this." 

Incidentally,  I did  get  to  the  station  on  time. 
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By  Janie  Hoffman 
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